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His reputation has grown. They say that he never
forgets a face/*
"Well, it will be healthier for him if he forgets
mine," the Marquis remarked, beginning to put on
his underclothes. "Why do you let these little inci-
dents disturb you, Antoine? Eleven years ago and
all our alibis for that evening perfect. Come, come,
there is nothing to fear/'
The man looked at his master and there was
genuine admiration in his face.
"Monsieur," he faltered, "you have the courage
of Beelzebub. We are not all like you. It is true that
our alibis are perfect but there was a murder done
that night/'
"There is a murder committed every night in the
streets of Paris, Antoine," his master reminded him.
"This man, if I remember rightly, was a coal-dealer,
a man of very small account although he happened
to own a good many thousand francs more than was
good for him. Who would associate us with those
times? I, the undoubted member of a noble family.
Give me my socks, Antoine, and shake off this
weakness/'
"The weakness has passed already, monsieur," the
man faltered.
"Je m'en doute" the Marquis murmured under
his breath.
Dinner was served to the Marquis and his wife at
five minutes past eight. The latter raised her eye-
brows a little as her husband offered his arm*